CHAPTER IV

BETTINGTON

" Alas! I shall never be a Tolstoyan. In women 1
love beauty above all things, and in the history of
mankind culture expressed in, carpets, spring carriages
and keenness of wit, Ach ! To wake Uasle and become

an old man and sit at a big table! "--<U^jf Tchehov,

WHEN Bettington received Mr, Boston's
telegram he was writing his weekly
page of literary gossip for Woman and Child,
Literary gossip for women and children did
not come easy to him. Nothing did, but
this was by far the hardest of all; for he
had a peculiar conscience. His editor, pleased
with the unfailing regularity and neatness
of his manuscript, was yet in two minds
about him. He told him that his page
lacked " warmth/' And Bettington knew
it. He also was in two minds. The one
said sternly, menacingly, that he must give
it up; the other whispered that to hold on
was the only way out. For Bettington was
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